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He made a helpless gesture as he looked into the kho-
khors face, awaiting an answer.
"All of us have to study and teach others, that's what
we have to do," said Andrei, dropping his head.
"And when do we begin to fight?" asked Vesovshchi-
kov.
"I don't know when we begin to fight, but I do know
that they'll beat us up a good many times before then,"
replied the khokhol with a laugh. "The way I see it, we've
got to arm our heads before our hands."
Nikolai began to eat again, while the mother stole shy
glances at his broad face, trying to discover something
there that would reconcile her to his square, heavy body.
She met the prickly glance of his little eyes, and this
set her eyebrows jumping. Andrei was restless. He would
suddently begin to laugh and talk, then abruptly break
off and start whistling.
The mother thought she knew what was worrying him'.
Nikolai sat there brooding, offering curt, reluctant re-
plies to everything the khokhol said.
The little room became close and uncomfortable for
. the mother and Andrei,   and first one,   then  the   other
would glance furtively at their guest.
At last he got up arid said:
"I'd like to go to bed. I nearly went crazy sitting in
that jail, then all of a sudden they let me go, and off I
went. I'm tired."
He slouched into the kitchen, and after moving about a
bit, became utterly still. The mother strained her ears,
but there was not a sound.
"He's having dreadful thoughts," she whispered to
Andrei.
"He's a difficult one," said the khokhol with a shake
of his head. "But it'll pass. I was like that once myself.
The fire makes a lot of soot before it flares up bright in
your heart. Go to bed, nenko; I want to read awhile,"
She went to the corner where a bed was hidden behind
cotton curtains, and for a long time Andrei could hear

